TRUE BUSINESS INSTINCT
Tophatn's was tha smartest em-
porium for miles around. You had
o be the last word in “go" before
B situnation was obtained In that es-
blishment. Keen business men fill-
bd every post.

One afterncon when trade was
In full swing an unfortimate cus-
Bomer {all down the first foor stalrs.
"He]p!" heé groaned in agony. "I
o belteve I'vé broken my leg!™

A ;gopwm“ immediately flew to

wlr?” He in-
d sympath .- And then, In
p, clear tones: “Cork lega!
i counter on the right, sir! For-
, Misd Davies!”
. ————
' Doctor—The room seems oold,
8. Hooligan. Have you kept the
mometer at 70, as 1 told hy::u‘
Hoollgan—8ure an' Of ve,
“hot There's th' thing In & toom-
of warrum wither st this biiseld

“Broken your

OF COURSE THE BOY WON

Friday afternoon. Mr. Grigion was
busy, and, being particularly snxious
to get away early from the office,
greatly resented the arrival of visk
tors.

Sull, business Is business; and
word had come up that there was &
gentleman downstairs walting to sée
him on an important matter. So Mr.
Grigson swallowed hia resentment
and bade the messenger bring up the
gentléman.

The gantleman enterad—a chosky-
looking whipper-snapper, four feet
nothing in his sooks.

Mr. Grigeon glared at him angrily.

“What the dicksns d'you mean by
saying you want to see me on Im-
portant businesa?” he thundered
“Aren't you the boy who was Dere
& weck or 80 ago looking for a job?"”
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“Then What the—"
Grigeon, now purple in the face. lul
the youth Interrupted him.

“You sald then, mir,” he rematiced
calmly, “that you wanted an older

. That's why I've come back
again now!"
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HIB NAME WAS GEORGE
The next=door neighbor scornfully
surveyed the bride of two weeks
chopping her firewood in the back

garden.

“1 should have thought it was your
husband's place to do that chop-
ping.” she remarked, and forthwith
proosdded to give the young wife &
lecture on the way to "keéep hus-
bands down."”

“But, Mm. Morgan" stammeéred
the ne'ly-wu. proudly defending
absent one, Georsie has more im-
porunt {hings on his mind thas

chopping fArewood.”
“And haven't youl” mlppud the
Women B nghu ndvoeate.
"Why, rejoined the bride,
blu-hlng () lu.tu “aAll 1 bave on my
mind is Georgis!"




